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Tom lay thinking. Presendy it occurred to him that he
wished he was sick; then he could stay home from school.
Here was a vague possibility. He canvassed his system. No
ailment was found, and he investigated again. This time he
thought he could detect colicky symptoms, and he began
to encourage them with considerable hope. But they soon
grew feeble, and presendy died wholly away. He reflected
further. He suddenly discovered something. One of his
upper front teeth was loose. This was lucky; he was about
to begin to groan, as a ‘“‘starter,” as he called it, when it
occurred to him that if he came into court with that argu-
ment, his aunt would pull it out, and that would hurt.
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In the midst of this dispute they heard the sound of
canon. The noise redoubles each moment. Everyone takes
his spyglass. They see two ships fighting about three
miles away. The wind brought them both so near the
French ship that they had the pleasure of seeing the com-
bat quite at their ease. Finally one of the two ships sent
the other a broadside so low and so accurate as to sink
it. Candide and Martin distinctly saw a hundred men on
the main deck of the sinking ship; they all raised their
hands to heaven and uttered frightful screams; in a moment
all was swallowed up.

When the boy came back the old man was asleep in the

chair and the sun was down. The boy took the old army
blanket off the bed and spread it over the back of the
chair and spread it over the old man’s shoulders. They
were strange shoulders, still powerful although very old,

HARD TIMES “Now, what | want is, Facts. Teach these boys and
Charles Dickens  girls nothing but Facts. Facts alone are wanted in life.
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Plant nothing else, and root out everything else. You can

& only form the minds of reasoning animals upon Facts:

L and the neck was still strong too and the creases did not “9\,{//*5\‘&({ nothing else will ever be of any service to them. This is ‘th'c
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& different shades by the sun.
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I am detailing any mystery, or penning any romance. What

RUE M : 2
ORGUE [ have described in the Frenchman was merely the result
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()’N 24 of an excited, or! perhaps of a diseased, intelligence. But
065%\’((&@\7 of the character of his remarks at the periods in question
P‘}?ov) an example will best convey the idea.

OLIVER TWIST liver, more dead than alive, gasped out, “Yes."” Sikes,
Charles Di%ting to the smeet-door with the pistol-barrel, briefly
?‘Jl’ 5 [advised him to take notice that he was within shot all the
‘yu/ way; and that if he faltered, he would fall dead that instant.
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55 " DON QUIXOTE Placing the table at the door of the hostelry, in the open

THE OLD MAN “What do you havcf to C.at. f-dl_:e boy asked. d Miguel de Cervantes  ajr, they brought the guest a portion of badly soaked and
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1y, {\Xe b\‘ e 4 W T, moeh Vs (R Gihece) wkien J 50 it was necessary for one of the girls to feed him. As for

QP‘ M\g(/m ¢ " h yh this ficti B O(LO giving him anything to drink, that would have been out of
N\é\z they had sold it. But they went through this fiction every

day. There was no pot of yellow rice and fish and the boy
knew this too.

Before he came back three doctors came into the room.

the question if the innkeeper had not hollowed out a reed,
placing one end in Don Quixote’s mouth while through
the other end he poured the wine. All this the knight
bore very patiently rather than have them cut the nbbons
of his helmet.
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Rasem Def°§ bear the fire; and I had hardly patience to stay till they A
were cold, before 1 set one upon the fire again, with some ‘
water in it, to boil me some meat, which it did admirably THE GRAPES Now farming became industry, and the owners followed
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M\L_, ‘l{ well; and with a piece of a kid I made some very goc.od OF WRATH Rome, although they did not know it. They imported
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Japanese, Mexicans, Filipinos. They live on rice and beans,
the business men said. They don’t need much. They
wouldn’t know what to do with good wages. Why, look
how they live. Why, look what they eat. And if they get
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had it been.

JANE EYRE A small breakfast-room adjoined the drawing-room. I

Charlotte Bronte¢  slipped in there. It contained a book-case: 1 soon pos-
11 sessed myself of a volume, taking care that it should be

one stored with pictures. 1 mounted into the window-?of,
seat: gathering up my feet.



